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tion with Paris from the Normandy coast. Our rivals were
still in Normandy,
Commander Byrd and his intrepid companions came to
Paris by train the following day. They were received with
laurel wreaths by the populace of Paris and officials of the
French government. The rounds of receptions and honors
were equaled only by those bestowed upon Charles Augustus
Lindbergh a few weeks^reviously.
When asked what there was left to do with flying, Com-
mander Byrd said: "Yes, we plan to fly over the South Pole."
It was here that the commander made his public announce-
ment with detail of his projected Antarctic expedition which
brought to him high honor and the rank of admiral.
What seemed more interesting at the moment to me, how-
ever, was the story of the reactions of four men flying in a
huge airplane in the inky blackness over France with a fuel
supply that could not possibly last the night. Leland Stowe,
then my assistant and later my successor as Paris correspond-
ent for the Herald Tribune, was assigned to get this story
from Lieutenant Noville, once Noville had been refreshed
with sleep and his experiences still lived a vivid picture in his
mind. This story, I believe, was the most graphic of all writ-
ten around the Byrd flight. "Ghosted" somewhat by Stowe,
Noville's story was cabled as follows:
Of all our forty-two hours of continuous battle with that
endless, eternal fog and rain, nothing has been branded so
deeply in the minds and hearts of all four of us in the Amer-
ica's crew, I am sure, as those last six or seven hours of dread-
ful uncertainty over France—and the last three hours most
of all.
We were blinded by fog and could see nothing of where
we were going. Our compass was gone. We had absolutely

